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" You really must complain to her.''

"All right/' I said. "Here goes. Look here/' I
said to the At in my atrocious German, " why is this
tea so weak? "

" Because the Sister is so mean with the tea/'

"Why is it cold?"

"Ah, no, it is hot."

"It is not hot/'

The lower bulbous lip began to tremble.

"It is hot when I make it, but I must travel so far
to get here/' She began to snuffle. '' I had hoped you
liked the tea."

" Yes. I like it very much indeed. But I would like
it even better if it were strong and hot/'

" I will make it very good to-morrow. I like you/'
she said, leering hideously, and turned away.

"I hope you gave her a proper rocket/' Rupert
said.

" A colossal rocket," I said.

Sister came in and began fussing round the new
beds. "Tidy up the ward. Tell her to tidy up the
ward."

There was silence as she hurried out again, for all of
us knew that the wounded must be arriving. The double
doors at the end of the ward were hooked open and we
, could hear the tread of the stretcher-bearers. My aware-
ness was heightened by pain, and therefore I suppose
my memory is vivid.   As two orderlies lifted the first
man from the stretcher on to the trim bed we saw from "
his torn cotton shirt and trousers stiff with blood that
he came straight from the desert.   The other two men
* were unconscious.

" Hullo/' we said to him as Sister and the orderlies
moved about with screens and basins.